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HE LIVES UP 
ON THE MESfl.' 
JEST THINK, 
A OENUWINE 
CAVE MAN .1 




QABey HAVES WiSTiRN 



OOOH^ THE PIN6 BUSTEi> 
APe PARED TO 
HIT ME .' 
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I COULP BEAT YORE EARS OFF. 
BUT I BET THIS HURTS MORE, 
YUH TliSHTWAP.'THJS MONEY 
IS aOM6 TO THE CATTLEMAN'S 
- CHARITY 




1. KHC3PB la-ANC WAS THB / 

TUB CONeriTUTION. ^- 
7I€>U» n^LSS 



a. P»E. -JiWAK NAISMtTH 
INVBNTHC7 BASKBTBTALL. 

T«ys FALte- 



«. «KHFN IS ALWAVS THE 
TCJP COi-CXZ IN A 



TZl/e. FALSE. 




SCORE yOURSELF A5 'POLUOWS: 

5 COR«eCT,eXCEU;£NT/4 COVZBCT, 

eO0P;3 CORR£CT, FAIR; 

Z CO/?RECr,PCOR- 



NATHAN HAUS WAS BOZKl 
ON iTUNB 1755' 

rKXlB..—F».USB 



STAKS ANt? STWPES AS 
THB FUAe OF THE LiNrr£P 
6TATBS |M mS. 

rlZUS PALSg-Jl. 




•anax -ctfiti Kir 'arau. -t 
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rom9mcoHsm. 




mK, PIP yuH 

HEAR AKXJT -THET 

iNWAN mo cms 

TO THE A«AyEK'# 
OFRCE TOmy TO ^ELL 
A WS TUKOUOISE 
$TONE HE FOUNP? 



^ VEPi X HEAR ^ 
THET TUHQUOliB 

irons WAi 16 

BieA&/W APPLE 

AMP WORTH 
TLENiy OF AWNEy.' 
THE A«#AyER 
1VA4NT THERE, 
SO THE INPMN « CDMlNfi 
WCKTOMOKOW/^ 




THE (MDWV, tV/TH 

OUT#/PS OPTOIVN.' IVE 
CDULP 5EU THET 
OURSELVES IP WE HAP 
IT, FBePi 
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Hvm THE HOHBi THE A^SAYER WILL 6m 
INt. FDR THIS STONE, I ttN BUV LOTS OF 
FOOP FOR WHITE HORSE'S $QU/41VJ SIMCE HE 
HA* 9EENI 5ICX ANP UWABLE TO HUNr, SHE 
ANP THE LITTLE ONES HAVE 'MEN HUNeW 
OFTEN/ 



KNWHIL£, CAMPED ON THE OITTSICDTO Of 
' THE TOWl, WE FINP yOtM& fMLCO^/ 




I TRAVELEP A LONG IVA/ TO SELLl 
My STONE ANP I VO HOT /MTENPI 

JO LOSE ir TO Tmsv^i 




LET'S eiTi HES 
WORSE THAN 
A CORNEBEP 
TVW. 




/tiiOUE, yOUNG FALCOIJ ST/LL 
U POSSESSES HIS PRK/OUS 
TURQUOISE, ANP... 



IT WAS TOO -PARK TO ^EE ^ 
TWE FACES OF THOSE TWO 
■EWNPITS.' THAT IS LUCKV 
FOE THEM OB I WOULP 
FINI5H THIS BATTLE IF WE 
MET A6AIN.' WT THAT IS 

uNLiKay.' TDMoeeotv i sell 

you, Bf/fUTIFUL STONE, ANP 
TSETUKN TO THE IVOOPS.' 




ISUT hJpT WR OFF 



WE'LL iwir , 
UNTIL /KOWlA/ei 

ANOTHER IPEAl 
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•wAWARi THAT HIS ATTACtCBRS 
OF TUB NIGHT PEFOKE WAVE 
P6ALT WITH HM, YOUNG VAiCOH 
HURRIED T& THE eENEBAL SiTDBE, 



WH ALL THE FOOD 
yUH WAUT, -BUT NOT 
WITH TH/S MONEy 



THE ^ 
AS^A/ER 
HIMSELF ©n't 
IT TO M£i 



WELL, If^ 
STIUL FAKE 
MOm.' GO 
ON mCK TO 
HIM.' 



^I'LL FINP 
QUlCm WAT 

muNen OF 

CHEATlNe THI5 
1^. TH£A/ I 
WILL JJETURAJ. 





I- I'M THE ASfAVEKi 
TWO WCTINT^ SLUSeS? 
WE A* I WAS OPEWlNG 
UP THI^ MORNING.' THEy 
TIEP *1£ UP IN HERE/ 



THIS EXPLAINS El'EEyTHlNSi 
THE/ SWlNIPLEP /HE OUT OF 
MY TURQUOISE $TONE AWP , 
rAlP ME Wm FALSE ,MONE/.' 
JF r COULT? BUT F/NP ^ 
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foes fA 




jKULOUGGrey LEADS TO — 
SKULL -CRACKING IN 
A COMICAL BOUT S6- 
TWE6N GABB)' AND THE 
■ GREAT JOHN t- JAWBUST/ 
THf DAUNTLESS OLD COW- 
PUNCHER POUNDS OUT A 
WCTORV THAT ENDANGERS 
HIS LIFE IVHEM HE , 

KA^STHEmMPf 
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S <SA8BY WAITS HIS TURN WITH THE MIGHTY 
JOHN L.,A STEAOy STREAM OF OPPONENTS 
S AIlSOUT OF THE RING--. ^ 

THAR GOES BRONCO 
HARRY-- THE 
STRONGEST MAN 

IN RAWHIDE/ 
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MOUNTAIN BLINDNESS 




BUCK DESMOND Story 



By Dick Kraut 




THE winter range was a hard and lonely 
one. Living high in the snow-covered 
mountains, a cowhand was apt to grow lonely 
and moody. His only companions were his 
horse and dog, and the only sounds he heard 
were the howling of the blizzards and the far- 
off cry of the prowling timber wolf. Through 
the long months that preceded the spring thaw, 
he had little to do but make sure that his 
grazing herds did not stray too far from 
their home range, and that they managed to 
find sun-melted slopes that would give them 
enough fodder to live on. 

Small w.onder then that many cowhands re- 
fused to work on the winter range — that they 
preferred to head South rather than go up into 
the mountains. 

But Buck Desmond did not share this com- 
mon dislike with his fellow waddies. 

Always a li^ht-footed rambler, Buck did not 
mind the long months of solitude. It gave him 
a chance to be by himself, to live as he pleased. 

So it was that the roaming cowhand took a 
"job for the Flying Y one year, riding herd on 
their winter range in the Comstock Mountains. 

The snows came frequently that winter, arid 
soon the mountains were covered with a deep 
white blanket of snow. As the months dragged 
by, no human came into the hills. At last, even 
rBuck found himself lonely. 
' And then, one morning, as he saddled his 
bay horse, preparatory to setting out to take a 
look at the grazing herds. Buck saw a tiny dot, 
far below him on the Comstock slopes — a man 
on horseback. 

He waited as the lone rider came slowly up 
the slope. When he was finally within earshot. 
Buck cupped his hands and shouted, "Howdy, 
stranger. Glad to see you!" 

The man rode toward him and, reaching the 
shack, dismounted. He held out his hand ,to 
Buck. 



"Howdy, there! You're Buck Desmond, 
aren't you? I was told you'd be riding the range 
up here." 

Buck nodded. "That's my handle," he replied. 
"But how come you're riding up here? And 
what can I do for you?" 

The stranger grinned. From under his sheep- 
lined jacket he produced a silver badge. "U. S. 
Marshal, Tom Gorton'.' he explained. "I've been 
with a posse, chasing the Mackay Boys, the 
bank-robbing gang. They've been heading up 
this way, and we figure they're going to try 
to cut across the range through Comstock 
Pass. So I rode up here to see whether w« 
could cut them off." 

"The Mackay Gang ! They're a mean bunch," 
Buck said. "I'd be glad to help you try to stop 
them. I'm pretty sure they haven't hit the 
pass yet!" 

^^^^OOD!" exclaimed Marshal Gorton. 



"Let's head up there and wait right at 
the entrance for them. The p6sse will be fol- 
lowing behind — so if we can hold them up for 
a while, we'll, have them surrounded!" 
Buck Desmond shook his head. 
I'm with you," he said, "except for one thing. 
I don't want to wait at the entrance to Com- 
stock Pass. I'd rather wait a ways inside it. 
And, 'fore we get started, I want to get some- 
thing inside the shack." 

"As you say," the Marshal nodded. "But 
let's get a move on, Buck! Those galoots arc 
moving fast." 

Buck hurried into the shack and knelt for 
a moment before the fireplace, putting some- 
thing into an open neckerchief. Then he tied 
the bandanna up, put it into his pocket, and ran 
out. 

Together, he and Tfom Gorton rode over the 
slope toward the Comstock Pass. This was a 
narrow trail, cut through a declivity in the 
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mountains — and the only way to reach the 
other side. At the entrance, there were some 
trees and boulders, standing out in black, bold 
relief against the white snow. 

But, as the two riders penetrated deeper into 
the pass, soon there was nothing but white, 
gleaming snow all about them. Its glare was 
everywhere; the brilliant sun was reflected by 
every tiny crystal, until the eye was filled with 
its shimmering light. 



FINALLY. Buck reined his horse in. at a 
narrow spot in the trail. "This looks 
good," he said. "Let's leave the horses back 
along the pass, and then wait here." 

Soon the two men were crouched in the snow. 
Ai the sun climbed higher in the heavens it 
shone even more blindingly on the white snow 
that lay all about them. 

Buck Desmond reached in his pocket. He 
brought out the wrapped bandanna, and un- 
folded it. In it lay a mound of black soot, 
gathered from his fireplace. "Here." Buck said, 
"tmear this over your face." Showing the 
Marshal how, he rubbed the greasy black soot 
over his cheeks and across the bridge of his 
nose. 

As the other man followed his example, 
Buck suddenly pointed off down the pass. 

"Better hurry! Here they come." 

The two men could see the oncoming riders, 
growing bigger in the pass. Hulking and. griz- 
zled they were — five of them, each one a man 
wanted in several states! Newt Mackay was 
the leader and the meanest gunslick of all. 

"Let's let them know," the Marshal grunted. 

He squeezed the trigger of his saddle holster 
carbine, and the sharp bark echoed through 
the mountains. 

Cursing angrily at the ambush, the outlavre 
flung themselves from their horses, and flat- 
tened themselves against the sides of the pass. 
Unlimbering their guns, they began to fire at 
Buck and Marshal Gorton. But the cowboy and 
the lawman were well-sheltered, and the angry 
bullets whined harmlessly past their heads. 

For perhaps half an hour they lay there, 
firing intermittently at the outlaws. Then 
Marshal Gorton tensed. 



"They're coming up on us slowly. They're 
going to try to rush us. Reckon this'll be it!" 

Buck Desmond nodded, his eyes oddly smil- 
ing above the black soot that was smeared 
across his ridged cheekbones. "Let 'em come," 
he said. "I've got a hunch they won't be too 
lucky!" 

Then, all at once, a scant forty yards away, 
the outlaws rushed around a bend in the pass 
toward them. Shouting furiously, their revol- 
vers spitting lead slugs, they rushed toward 
Buck and the Marshal. 

Springing to his feet, unheeding the bullets 
that screamed wildly around him. Buck fired 
rapidly Each time, he shot the gun out of the 
hand of one of the outlaws. Swift upon the 
last Bullet, his command came — "All right! 
Raise 'em! Fast! You don't stand a chancel" 
And. strangely, the outlaws raised their 
hands in surrender As the Marshal hurried 
up to them, to gather their guns, he^saw with 
amazement that their eyes were blank and 
staring, that they hardly saw him passing in 
front of them. 

"Wh-what is it. Buck?" he asked. "They 
can't see! What happened to them?" 

"■BUCK DESiyiOND grinned. "The same 
thing that would have happened to us, 
if I hadn't smeared that soot on our faces," 
he replied. "Snow-blindness. That's why I 
didn't want to fight them at the entrance to 
the pass, but here, where there .was snow every- 
where you looked. All the time they were 
lying there, shooting at us. I knew it was grad- 
ually making them lose their sight. 

"And then they rushed us. "When I saw how ' 
they were missing us with their bullets, I fig- ■ 
ured it was a good idea to shoot the guns out 
of their hands and end it, which I did. Marshal, 
there's your outlaw gang — without the help of 
a posse, butwir/i the help of Mother Nature!" 



THE END 



Hit the adventure trail with fatt-$hooting 
BVCK DESmOyP in every itiue of CABBY 
HAYES WESTERN I 
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yOH WANT THE 
HUNTfR, -POW'T 



you ISNOIMMT 

FnonTiez fool; 

IW KNOWM THE 
IVOKUF OVSR 
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I 



(sAiiy HAyes wistern 
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/J\* TH& R4M0US HUWTER. 
4* $LSEP5 WHILE HIS MEM TO 
TO COKNEE «(S BILL, SABBy 
BOii TO WORK... 





HAH/! HAW, 
THE POPE 
TH;N|« HE 
CAlJ PKOP 
A AlOOSE 
WITH A 



FANTASTICJ if HE 
EVEN comi CXOii 
TO HITTINS THE 
MC305E I'LL- I'LL 
CARRV ALL MY 
EQUIPMENT PACTK 

TP b^whipe; 




huh! bvsn the 
woelp's best 
hunter. u/olildn't 
tbv •sucth a 

SHOT! 



NEWOUSl TO 
5AVE Sit; PILL,, 
I SOTTA MAI<e 
THE BEST gLAMEP 
*HOT Of MY 
UPBl 
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OUCH/ 
THIS UNPERSMIRT 
ITCHES LIKE A 
PORCUPINE HIPE 
TURNEP INSIPE 
OUT/ 



